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Melville.    I have not seen for any chance till now
So changed a woman in the face as she,
Saving with extreme sickness.    She was wed
In her old mourning habits, and her fare
As deadly as were they ; the soft warm joy
That laughed in its fair feature, and put heart
In the eyes and gracious lips as to salute
All others' eyes with sweet regardfulness,
Looked  as  when  winds  have  worn the white-rose

leaf;

No fire between her eyelids, and no flower
In the April of her cheeks -3 their spring acold,
And but for want of very heart to weep
They had been rainier than they were forlorn.

Herries*    And his new grace of Orkney ?

Melville.                                         The good duke

Was dumb while Adam Bothwell with grave lips
Set forth the scandal of his lewd life past
And fair faith of his present penitence,
Whose days to come being higher than his past plare
Should expiate those gone by, and their good works
Atone those evil; hardly twitched his eye
Or twinkled half his thick lip's curve of hair,
Listening; but when the bishop made indeed
His large hard hand with hers so flowerlike fast,
He seemed as 'twere for pride and mighty heart
To swell and shine with passion, and his eye
To take into the fire of its red look
All dangers and all adverse things that might
Rise out of days unrisen, to burn them up